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And though there's ample food and drink set out, None thinks of them in thrall of iron fate. Save here and there, some kindlier mindful soul Looks to his kinsfolk's weal, compassionate ;
' Let this my honoured kinsmen's need supply, And this their longing spirit-hearts rejoice ' : And they assent, and take the proffered food, And Mess him, uttering in a weak thin voice :
' Long live our kinsman, by whose kindly act We now enjoy this rich and bounteous meal; For we his kith and kin are honoured : Now may this offering bring our kinsman weal.'
For there 's no farming in the spirit-world, No tilth, nor herds, nor any merchandise : Alms of the faithful are their only hope, Their charity alone the under-world supplies.
For even as water droppeth from a crag, And streams descending reach the far-off sea, So do the gifts the faithful offer here Pass to the spirit-world assuredly.
Then all their kindly deeds of former days, The gifts they gave, the words of love they spoke, Let us their kinsmen now recall to niind ; They are our trusty friends, our own dear folk.
What boots for them your wailing and your tears ? Mourning ye do but.plough the desert sand ! But gifts made to the Sangha sure will bring Eich harvests to the hungry wakeful spirit-band.
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